INCREDIBLE     CARNEGIE
legislative bodies and committees of inquiry have failed
to accomplish may be reached if the secrets of the great
corporation are passed in review through the courts/*
At every cross-roads people discussed the evils of bloated
tariff-protected monopolies. Angry murmurs came from
the great army of Carnegie workmen, laboring twelve
hours a day, some of them seven days a week, to pile up
these unshared profits. The common man had a new
Octopus to curse. Temporarily, John D. and his wicked
Standard Oil Company were forgotten.
Edwin Markham, a young California school teacher,
had recently published in the San Francisco Examiner a
poem called "The Man "With the Hoe" and the country
was still seething from its effect. Spellbound by Millet's
painting, Markham had pictured "The Man With the
Hoe" as a creature "brutalized through long ages of in-
dustrial oppression" and through "endless, hopeless and
joyless labor":
Bowed by the weight of centuries he leans
Upon his hoe and gazes on the ground,
The emptiness of ages in his face,
And on his back the burden of the world*
Who made him dead to rapture and despair,
A thing that grieves not and that never hopes,
Stolid and stunned a brother to the ox?
Who loosed and let down this brutal jaw?
Whose was the hand that slanted back this brow?
Whose breath blew out the light within this brain?
Debating societies, schools, orators, ministers, socio-
logists hotly discussed the "message" of the poem.
Strange as it seems, the man on the street identified him-
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